

























lal 


he 


aC- 


AVE 


0 is 


lay. 
ist S 


for 
‘tted 





MOTLEY NOTES. 


Mr. Wilson Barrett is writing a new play, “ provisionally 
called,” so we are told, “The Christian King.” Suggestions 
for a better title, we opine therefore, will be welcomed by 
W. B. Why not, then, “The Master Christian King,” or, 
simply, “The Kaiser ?” 


THE DISAPPEARING TRAMP. 


(According to the “ Westminster Gazette” there is a marked 
decrease in the number of tramps.) 


© where is he, the mournful rogue whose raiment was so 
shabby, 

Whose temper when one franked him not grew desperately 
“ crabby,” 

Who ever whined for copper coins in tones suggesting Woking. 

And when your back was turned at once went forward gaily 
smoking ? 

O has he disappeared for good, this good for nothing scamp ! 

And will our highways never know the shuffle of the tramp! 

[ rather think he’s living on his savings for the present, 

And “ resting ” till the weather is a little less unpleasant. 


According to the Zadlor and Cutter, tailors are a long-lived 
race. They deserve to be; otherwise, how would they get 
their bills paid ? i 


Apropos, a papa was gently admonishing his spendthrift son. 
“My dear Johnny, you must cut your coat according to your 
cloth.” “Sew it seams,” remarked Johnny. 


“According to Madame Gillot, the spring and summer 
millinery season will be practically strawless.” So we shan’t 
know, then. which way the wind’s blowing. 
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LAXILL.] APRIL 20, 1901. [No. 1875. 


Wofe.—"* Bill, what here’s all this abahrt Manchuria ?” 

Husband.—* Why, you bloomin’ lop-sided cow, you, it’s 
foreign politics. And you let ’em alone. D’yer hear? We 
don't want no women messin’ abahrt in foreign polities. 
Salisbury ain’t for the likes o’ you. You stick to Burns, and 
be grateful. Else Pl] 


MopERN Love Sona. 
(A fte r Swinburne, ) 


Sweet love, thou art sweeter 
Than toffee or cream ; 
In this difficult metre, 
Tho’ easy it seem, 
| will prove that thy beauty’s dominion o’er thy Romeo’s heart 
is Supreme. 


No matter the fashion, 
Thy hair is the same, 
A glorious passion 
Of tremulous flame ; 
Some people I know call it carrots—don’t ask me to mention 
their name. 


Ah! loosen those LresKCs, 
And bind me about, 
While my spirit confesses 
His innermost doubt, 
That those locks may be tinged at the toilet, that the beautiful 
shade may come out. 


Ah! loosen thy tresses, 
And comfort me dear, 
( how many dresses 
Will last you a year ? 
And is your mamma saving money, and is it quite true she is 
“near?” 


Ere marriage is mentioned 
O let us be frank, 
Your father is pensioned, 
And Colonel’s his rank, 
But we can’t live on that—tell me, Angel, what you think he 
has got in the bank. 
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Once again is it reported that Li Hung Chang is “lying at 
death’s door.” Well, he’d lie anywhere—hardy old reprobate. 


The next expedition to the North! Pole, we are told, is to 
he by means of the submarines. It doesn’t quite sound like 
getting over the difficulty. 


The Hvrpress is quite certain that the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer will revive the duty on sugar. By this means Sir 
Michael hopes to raise a good lump sum. 


Forty Scotch pictures shut out from the Royal Academy by 
arriving a day too late for the fair. Most unfair! It is always 
the best pictures that go to the wall. 


MR. JINGLE ON BANK HOLIDAYS. 


ie HERE seem to be a great many people about the 
treets to day, sir,” sald Mr. Pickwick. 

“Bank Holiday,” replied Mr. Jingle ; “remarkable 
thing —Bank Holiday. Never took day off in my life. Don’t 
helieve in holidays had for system bad for the country 
d d bad People who want holidays—deserve to be shot. 
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Little Boy (anxious after being bitten).—* But How 
Can You TELi ir A Doc nas HypropHostia ?” 

Small Sister.—“ WELL, Ir it Brres You anp You 
Don’t Dre THEN IT Dipn’t Have Ir.” 








Nose always to grindstone— good for the soul—good for the 
nose.” 

“Do you never take a day’s rest, sir?” said Mr. Pickwick. 
opening his note-book. 

** Never—most remarkable thing—always stick to work 
hate change—couldn’t stand it—always at work—d d 
hard job, too—living without means—takes some doing—eve1 
tried ?”’ 

* You mean, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “that you live without 
performing any of those——” 

“See that couple?” cried Mr. Jingle, cutting him short; 
‘“lovers—no money—quite happy—spending Bank Holiday. 
Soth drunk to-night—can’t atford it—most improvident.” 

“Shocking !” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“Rum thing-—Knglish people’s one idea—Bank Foliday— 
blind drunk —successful day—not run in! Friend of mine— 
took holiday—didn’t take wife—started rum and milk—got on 
to beer—slipped to port—got tired of it—changed to cham- 
pagne—-bored him—swung on to brandy—very dull—spent 
evening with burgundy—morbid drunk—greeted morning 
whisky and soda—arrived home—burnt his wife to death— 
tore his children to shreds—jammed his head in water-jug— 
couldn't get it out—died without will—left mother penniless 

sad ending—respectable married man—killed by Bank 
Holiday. Teetotaler before. Must tell Lubbock.” 

“You were speaking of lovers, sir,” said Mr. Tracy Tupman. 

“Bank Holiday—pleases two people—lovers and publicans 
—lovers not so happy next day—publicans chirpy. Lovers 
plentiful—common as sparrows—bold lovers—cuddle each 
other down Strand—squeeze hands in ’buses—kiss on 
Hampstead Heath. Bad form—very.” 

“Kiss !” exclaimed Mr. Tupman, blushing a pretty pink. 

“ Remarkable thing—kissing in public. Once saw lovers— 
pale-faced clerk—fat young milliner—broad noonday—crowds 
of people—kissed for ten minutes—quite forget themselves— 
crowd got round—lovers came to—found themselves 
surrounded—police arrived—lovers arrested—creating dis- 
turbance—pale - faced clerk died—broken heart—killed by 
kissing. Fat young milliner—married policeman—lived happy 
—large family.” 

“But tell me, sir,” interrupted Mr. Winkle, “is there 1° 
manly sport on Bank Holidays ?” 
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“ Claphars Common, sir—fine sight. Watch footbal] match 
—cricket ball hat. you in the eye hockey bal] Ora ti 
hehind ear—tisherman’s bent pin—penetrate cal} yer Td 1 
charged into by Rugby players—trodden into pudding by 
Association players—picked up by golfer making tee vies 
by tennis racquet—rescued by St. John’s Ambulance—taken 
over by police—appearance before magistrate —bound over to 
keep the peace—no fine. Capital sport—Clapham Common 
—all the games of all the seasons—always in } 
fine—admission free—Clapham doctors 
gentle—few deaths.” 

“T apprehend, sir,” said Mr. Snodgrass, “that davs of thle 
kind are something of a nuisance to intellectual] people pn 

“Poets stay home—write odes—never publi 
heer—never paid for. I)——d bad job—poetry 
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Conjurer.—* Now, LADIES AND GCENTLEMEN, 
You WILL SEE | Have Passep THE SIXPENCE INTO 
THIS YourHu’s Pockrer. He with Now Propucr [r.” 


Yokel. —“ PLEASE, Str, PvE Onty Gor Four- 
PENCE Lerr. | SPENT THE OrHer TUPPENCK ON 
BRANDY BALLS.” 


money to get one’s hair cut—sooner be a dustman, Jolly 
fellows dustmen.” 

“The picture you have drawn, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “is 
one that makes me very sad. I have always liked to think that 
Bank Holiday brought joy, innocent amusement to the jaded 
toiler, that friendships became cemented, marriages made, and 
the following day found the refreshed worker back at his 
occupation with grateful heart and strengthened will.” 

“Great mistake,” said Mr. Jingle. ‘ Bank Holidays—dislo 
cate business—ruins trade—destroy morals —offend gentlemen. 
I myself-—seldom move out--Bank Holiday—stay at home 
working at problems.” 

“Social problems, sir?” exclaimed Mr, Pickwick. 

“ Economic problems,” said Mr. Jingle temarkable thing 

left purse at home—no money—dry—d d dry—publie- 
house handy—capital place study Bank Holiday—bottle-and 
jug—excellent stool for philosopher—-shall we go in? Proud 
to drink a bottle with you—interesting Hebes behind bar” 
(winking at Mr. Tupman)—“ sporting prints, sir, for you” 
—(digging Winkle in the ribs)—“ capital tap of Helicon for you, 
sir” (bowing to Mr. Snodgrass)—“ champagne not dear-—claret 
cheap. Allow me to open the door, sir. Very pleased to talk 
about Bank Holiday all day—only windpipe gets dry. Oil 
windpipe—I fill your note-book—no copyright—tobacco capital 
inspiration.” 

Mr. Pickwick pays for the bottle. 
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“CALMLY WAITING. 
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THE WRONG LABEL. 


A TRAGEDY IN Two SIMULTANEOUS ACTs. 


JENNINGS’ MEAT LOZENGE. 


ENNINGS came to see me at Cricklewood last week. 
He was full of enthusiasm and parcels. Mrs. Biggs 
ushered him into my room, and he dropped two brown 

paper parcels on the threshold, picked them up and let 
fall a cardboard box. Then he came over to me, caught 
me by the hand and greettd me very warmly, showering 
small mysterious articles all over me and clutching at them 
frantically. 

“| have just dropped in——” he commenced. 

“You have,” I answered. “I notice that you have a habit 
of dropping.” 

“Oh! those,” he said ; “they are a few ideas not completed 
yet. What I want to show you isa new meat lozenge. I have 
compressed the strength of two-sevenths of an ox in each. 
You take one and—— Where did I put the box?” 

He searched eagerly in all his pockets—and his suit is 
mostly composed of pockets. Mrs. Biggs entered. She carried 
a collar box and two paper packages. 

“Mr. Jennings ’ave left these on the stairs,” she said. “I 
was too lite ter sive a pill box wort kime hopen. The cat 
’as it.” 

Jennings jumped as though he had been shot. 

“Good gracious! the meat lozenges,” he cried, excitedly. 
“ Ten—strength of two and six-sevenths oxen compressed in 
one cat,” 

At that moment the door was banged open violently and the 
catcamein. I stared in amazement, for the blow made the 
door shiver violently. Mrs. Biggs looked at the cat, at us, at 


the cat again, gave a short scream, and fled downstairs. The 
cat walked over to Jennings in a friendly manner and rubbed 
against his trousers. Jennings sat down suddenly and rolled 
backwards out of the way, rubbing his shins as though he had 
received a violent blow. 

“He is as strong as a locomotive,” he eried., 

The cat looked surprised and rather disgusted at Jennings’ 
antics. Then he saw me and commenced to purr. [It was like 
the hum of a triple expansion engine at full pressure. [| saw 
him coming and dodged behind an arm-chair. He pushed it 
gently with his paw and it fell over with a loud crash. I 
began to get nervous, and threw a heavy book at his head. 
The cat sprang aside and knocked against a card table, which 
toppled over. He was evidently astounded at this, but in a 
moment, remembering the book, grew angry and sprang upon 
the big table wagging his tail. Each swing of his tail sent the 
articles on the table tlying. Syphons, glasses, decanters rolled 
about in all directions. Then Jennings moved cautiously to 
the door, 

“Keep your eye on him,” he eried. “I will go and get 
help.” 

I remembered Jennings was my guest, and rushed after him. 
We met together, and I still have bruises. 

“No, Jennings,” I cried, “ I cannot allow you to do that. / 
will go for help. You stay here and watch. You are my 
guest, you really must not do all the work.” 

The cat surveyed us from the table, then jumped down 
lightiy, whisking away a chair with a sweep of his tail. I[ 
believe he was coming with friendly intentions—he was an 
affectionate cat—but we did not wait to see. The next moment 
we were in the hall and had locked the door. 
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(rentleman at the Counter.—* He_to! Brown, How Are You ?” 
Deaf Acquaintance.—“ Stout AND MILD, PLEASE.” 


“The bull pup,” I exclaimed. “ Bully will settle him.” 

Jennings looked dubious, but I ran out of the back door and 
unchained Bully. Jennings accompanied me. 

“He's death on cats,” I explained. “I have to keep him 
chained up because he will kill them, and the neighbours don’t 
like it.” 

We went back with Bully. As we reached the hall we heard 
t heavy thud, and saw the door of my room pushed out bodily. 
Through the doorway came the cat. 

| said “’Ssh! cats! Ssh! Go for him Bully.” 

Then I retired to the safety of the back door and watched 
proceedings. Bully looked at the cat and the cat looked at 
Bully. Bully growled, and the cat’s back described an are. 
Then the bulldog rushed in. I think the cat patted him 
gently with his paw. At all events, Bully suddenly hit the 
wall violently about six feet off. Then he bolted out of the 
back door before I could shut it and cleared the garden wall 
with one bound. The cat looked after him regretfully, and 
went back to the room. Jennings said he would go and call 
the dog—he always was a coward. I waited, and finding all 
quiet, went noiselessly to the front door and opened it. 
Outside was a small crowd, and shouldering their way through 
the people came two policemen. 

The first said, “ What’s hup? Is it murder, or robbery with 
violence !” 


I answered, “It’s the cat.” 

Then I heard the startling purr of the transmogrified cat. I 
jumped aside. ‘“ He’s coming,” I shouted. He came. He 
knocked against the first policeman and the constable fell off 
the doorstep, and did an involuntary somersault. The crowd 
yelled with delight. The cat, frightened by the noise, bolted 
through the people, knocking right and left all those in his 
way. Then he disappeared round a corner. I have not seen 
him since. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Y. L. Opcer.—Information wanted of. Ran away with 
advertiser’s wife seven years ago. If the unfortunate man} 
still alive let him return the Is. 6d. he borrowed and he will 
be forgiven.—H. PEcK. 

GorGONZOLA.—Strayed from home about ten da) 4¢0.| 
Thoroughbred and talks all the dead languages, anc ©" 
green as it looks. Answers to the name of Mids! \ 
Brass collar round neck, engraved “ Walker, Lon¢ 
found please return to “ D. K.,” office of this journai. 

Ancient Licuts.—If the cat objects why not try 
butcher. 

X. X.—(1) You cannot marry your deceased wi! 
brother. (2) You must obtain the signatures of two 
men before they will admit you into the asylum. 
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Mamma (showing Bolle the treasures of her ancestral home).—“ AND THAT, 
, Is YouR GRANDPAPA.” 


Bobbie. —“ 
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THE QUEER BIRDS OF LONDON ; 
OR, 


THE KLEMENTS OF METROPOLITAN ALLNIGHTOLOGY. 


l. 

HE Common 
FLYCATCHER. — 
General colour 
above uniform 

of any colour 

generally 
marked with a 
pale line down 
the limb 
coverts. Under 
surface of body 
usually paler, 
sometimes 
scarlet or blue. 
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L ondon. - 
Common in the 
West End, 
where specimens may always be found just inside the doors 
of hotels and just outside those of large shops. These almost 
constitute two varieties, as the former invariably has the head 
bare and the latter has a covering which harmonises with 
the uniform colour of the rest of the body. 

Hahits.—The Common Flycatcher is most active after the 
bulk of the season’s migrants have reached London, the 
whistle of the shop variety being almost incessant in spring 
during the early summer sales. On the pavement it Is a 
noticeable bird, taking up its abode in rainy weather under the 
shelter of doorways or weather blinds. But in fine weather 
the Flycatcher is seen, motionless as a lamp-post, on the kerb 
from which it sallies forth, after uttering one or more, often 
two, loud whistles, to catch the approaching fly, which it opens 
dexterously in the middle, always returning to the perch from 
which it started. As a rule the bird merely steps down off the 
kerb to take its prey ; but sometimes the quarry has to be 
brought froma distance, and it is interesting to observe the way 
in Which the Flycatcher singles out its victim in the traffic. 
This species lives almost entirely upon the tips of creatures 
that haunt the inside of flies, but in the dull season it is known 
to have recourse to weekly wages. The whistle of the Fly 
catcher is never heard except when it is seeking flies. It is 
shrill and prolonged, generally twice repeated—a hansom note. 
Its nest is seldom found, being placed, as a rule, in some 
obscure locality very different from the plate glass splendour 
near which it spends its days ; but the nest is generally well 
feathered. 


THE C‘OoMMON FLYCATCHER. 


2. THe Prep Firycatcner.—General colour above black, as 
also the limb coverts, the upper extremities tipped with 
white, and the breast coverts entirely white. Feet black 
and very shiny. Head generally bears a covering of dull 
black, which can be raised or depressed at pleasure. 

Range in London.—This species is also abundant in the 
West End, in the vicinity of hotels and clubs, as well as private 
houses, but is rarely seen among shops. 

Hatbits.—The Pied Flycatcher, unlike the common species, 
is almost entirely crepuscular in its habits, and is especial]s 
active between the hours of seven and nine in the evening. At 
that time it may be seen singly, or in pairs, jauntily crossing 





—— 
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the pavement to the kerb, where it generally takes the first fly 
that comes within reach ; but, unlike the common species, }t 
seldom whistles, and then comparatively feebly. It does “in 
return to its post, but goes off with its capture. Its food 
consists almost entirely of made dishes and liqueurs, althoug} 
at certain seasons many of the kind frequent backwaters at a 
low ebb, when they moult their black and white covering, anq 
would hardly be recognised as the smart Pied Flycatchers 
the club pavement ; and at such times they appear glad to eat 
and drink—especially drink—anything they can get. In thei; 
full plumage, however, these are often the most conspicuous 
and dapper of their kind. The Pied Flycatchers are 
successfully mimicked by many kinds of queer birds which, 
never take a fly in their lives, that even drivers of hansoms are 
often deluded into addressing these, preparing to cross the 
road on their homeward way, as “Capen.” The nest of the 
true Pied Flycatcher is often not so well lined as you would 
expect ; and the bird is frequently very careful to conceal jt. 
whereabouts. 


HEART TO HEART. 
(By permission of 7he Woman at Home.) 


I take up my pen (and [ prefer any 5S. Swan pen to another) 
to tell FATHER OF SEVENTEEN MAIDENS that he ought to 
be ashamed of himself. Still, as they none of them a 
married, he might try taking them to one or more of the 
following places : Sandhurst, Woolwich, Oxford, Dawson City, 
Cambridge, Wepener, and Wellington Barracks. The climate 
of all these places is beneficial for young ladies. 

a % * 

Certainly not, Doris! Not on either knee until you are 

properly engaged, and then always on both. 
, P ‘ 

Ah! my child, I too have suffered in my time from little 
brother. A little brother goes a long way, GWENDOLINDA, but 
the difficulty is to make him go it, and not come back suddenly 
through the window just when—but I need not enlarge on 
this. I used to call my little brother ‘“‘ Boomerang.” In 
return he called me “ Hair Brush.” You might try that—the 
bristly side is the most agonising. 

*% % * 

It is true that arsenic is good for the skin, PLovER’s Ecc, 
but I should not therefore recommend you to take beer baths; 
even though you do live in Manchester. 





Tue Prep FLYCATCHER. 


a, 2 fee | 6d 


—- ar 





fly 


sy It 
hot 
0d 
igh 
ta 
ind 
Of 
eat 
elr 
US 


ch 


ld 
its 


re 


it 


yy) 


‘i 


“? 


APRIL 20; Igol. 


— EE 








Ra roe 7 Fa, 
stil i ina 


/ ih , il he iy {i 
i _ if dui AH WANE ny Mi W th ( iA 


THE DRAMAPHONE 


| ISS JANE AUSTEN was a very clever novelist, but 

M it would not be an exaggeration to say that she did 

not write her books with the idea that they would 
he dramatised. Translating one of them to the stage is like 
translating a bishop to the law—he’s too respectable and not 
smart enough. 

Personally, we are without Pride and Prejudice, and so 
ought the Court Theatre to have been one afternoon recently. 
Sut it wasn’t. Miss Rosina Filippi had brought * Pride and 
Prejudice” there, glossed over under the name of ‘The 
Bennets.” In order to disarm us, she called it a “ play 
without a plot.” This is a paradox. You can have an attempt 
at a play without a plot, but you can’t have a play. You 
could sooner have a war without “unfortunate incidents ”— 
almost. 

As an adaptation of the late Miss Austen’s “ Pride and 
Prejudice,” “The Bennets” is not bad. It brings out much 
of the spirit of the novel. Only it is such diluted spirit. The 
proot of the spirit is in the drinking, and this was very much 
under. In fact, its mildness was almost teetotal. 


This is the way heroes used to propose in those days, o1 
in manner very resembling it : 

“Miss So-and-So, I do you the honour to think rather 
highly of you. In spite of the fact that you are distinctly 
lower class, and that your people are hardly genteel, I trust 
that this expression of my condescending and inexplicable 
attraction towards you will be met in a properly ae mar 
humble, and acceptive spirit. What! You refuse? Is i 
possible, after my ardent avowal? I am cut to the Soy 
Adieu, unhappy woman! May you never know the prize you 
have lost !” 

Miss Rosina Filippi, Mr. Lyal all Swete, and Mr. Whitby were 
the most acceptable members of the company. 


AY mat 





There is only one fault with “ Les Papillons ” 
at the Empire—its title. Why “ Papillons?” 
Why not “ Butterflies?” It is just as pretty 
Ki» and quite as true. Also more English, a 
matter not to be despised, Messieurs les 
directeurs de Halle de musique nommé 
Empire. Let us be English though the 
dictionaries are locked up. 


It is a most delightful ballet. It is also 
as dramatically direct and comprehensible 
as anything of Maeterlinck. <A peasant 
catches a moth ; is going to stick it through 
with a pin; doesn’t; is escorted by two 
butterthes—pardon, papillons—to Fairyland ; 
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mm {! iy Is condemned: to death for being there 
init rather hard lines this, considering he had 
no option but to go; kills a giant spider 
who has webbed a fly; is pardoned. What 
could be more simple, symbolic, superlatively 
sugvestive than that ? 


It is one of the most beautiful ballets ever 
staged, even at the Empire; if at the 
Kmpire, in all London; if in London, 
in all the world. The colours are simply ravishing, the 
movements the very poetry of motion— only with more feet 
than most of the accepted forms of verse, also more excitement. 
Mile. Genée, the premecr pre Is adorable; Mr. Will 
Bishop is a humorist of the dance ; he is the FuN of saltation, 
the jester of Terpsichore. " HE STAGE COACH. 


FuN’s CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE TO THE THEATRES. 
Gaiety.—* The Messenger Boy.” Still running—being a 
burlesyue. Delightfully acted, despite the secession of 
Miss ‘* Maisie” Boote 
Criterion.—" Mamma.’ 
Not too wordy. 
(Juite humorous 
too. Well acted 
A laugh raiser. 
Alhambra.--Miscellany. 
La Belle Chavita 
is really “ belle,’ 
sweet to look on, 
and an extra 
ordinary dancer. 
“The Gay City,” 
merry, but not 
particularly 
tasteful. lait 
programme. 
Hippodrome. Th e 
Happy Family. 
Birds, beasts, and 
tishes (almost) at a 
tea party (or there 
abouts). Lions, 
tigers, ponies, and 
dogs all in a cage. 
Don’t seem to 
mind it. Very 
interesting. (ood 


Bright evening’s amusement. 





LA BELLE CHAVITA. 


programme Kull The Da TLSEUSBE TOW appearing at the 
je Se 
houses. Alhambra. 
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THE HOOLIGAN’S PROGRESS. 


HE Hooligan was born. 


Vayu spent his last tanner on fourpenny firs t 


and danced the breath out of mamma afterwards 
The undertaker at the corner furnished a cheap funeral on tick. 
The pal out of work rouged his nose and earned three half- 
pence as chief mourner. Bobby kept order, four deep, at the 
pravesicde, 

The Hooligan was taken to chapel and christened. 

Papa leaned against his favourite post until the ceremony 
was over and then stood treat all round. Bucking Joseph, 
out on ticket-of-leave, acted as godfather and godmother for 
eash down. The district visitor uttered a prayer at a safe 
distance. Bobby took the christening party to the police 
station and locked them up until they were sober. 

The Hooligan toddled into the gutter, 

Papa gave him a dry crust at rare, and a kick at frequent, 
intervals. Bueking Joseph taught him slang words of one 
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syllable instead of the catechism. Gutter-snipes tossed for the 
crust and ducked him in a neighbouring ditch. The distri 
visitor offered him a pictorial tract illustrating the waco... 
sin. Bobby said the young shaver wouldn’t require 
for some years. 

The Hooligan was nobbled by the School Attendance 
Officer. 

Papa was hauled before the beak and complimented instead 
of fined. The Board School teacher dodged the books that 
were thrown at his head. Bucking Joseph promised him a iob 
as cheque expert when he was proficient in handwriting 
The district visitor suggested that papa should send him +, 
the Sunday school, and was politely kicked down stairs 
CGiutter-snipes hooted him as soon as he could spell, and 
bashed his eye for flaunting his name with chalk on th. 
flagstone. Bobby declared “eddication ” was the shortest road 
to the gallows. 

The Hooligan joined the Clerkenwell Busters. 
Papa swelled with pride and pale ale, narrowly escaping 
apoplexy. The Board School teacher walked 
about with a returning colour and his head 
unbandaged. Bucking Joseph went back to 
penal servitude with the joy of having pe 
formed the duties of his office. Gutter-snjpes 
tied a congratulatory tinpot to the tail of th 
alley tortoiseshell. The Society for Boring 
the Brutal tried to entice him away to pre. 
historic lectures and temperance at homes. 
Bobby stayed at home on dark nights and put 
an extra ounce of lead in his truncheon. 

The Hooligan scalped Sanguinary Williaw 
of the Mile End Shin-kickers. 

Papa broke his neck strutting up Little 
Hades after closing time. The purveyor ot 

ted Indian literature pocketed sixpence and 
laid in a stock of “Jack Sheppard.” = Gutter- 
snipes broke all the windows in the next street 
in honour of theevent. The Society tor Boring 
the Brutal sent him “ Psalm-singing Harry and 
Forgiving Harriet ; or, How to Avoid Evil on 
Wet Afternoons,” as a last effort of redemption. 
Bobby said discretion was a necessary part of 
police valour. 

The Hooligan murdered Bobby. 

Papa’s wake fell flat in anticipation of a jolly 
execution at Newgate. The purveyor of Red 
Indian literature sold an entire edition of 
“Jack Sheppard,” and announced a re-issue 
of “The Claret-tapping Chieftain of Morra- 
wauky.” Gutter-snipes rigged up an impro\ ised 

gallows at the street corner and executed the 
alley tortoiseshell after a mock trial. The 
Society for Boring the Brutal appealed to 
subscriptions in aid of a scheme to promote 
brotherly love by means of magic lantern slides. 
Great Scotland Yard trembled in its shoes and 
begged the public for protection. 

The Hooligan has not been hanged yet. 


H. E. G. 


ages of 


hanging 


THE days of Heraldry are over, and to-day it 18 
the clothes on the back not the coats of arms that 
oft proclaim the man. The Valetry Company, 
27, Noel Street, Oxford Street, W., is thus the 
new College of Heraldry, where for £3 3s. a yeat 
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Furst Player.--“1 Dipy’r Marry ror Moxey anxp I Dipn’r Marry ror | a man’s respectability is guaranteed. His cloth 


Position. I Marriep ror*Sympatuy.” 


Second Playei WELL, OLp Fettow. You HAVE MINE. 
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are groomed and repaired, and thus he is invanlé™. 


well suited. \ 
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I.—“ Yus, me lady, hi see—yus. 








Yus, me and my mate'll soon do that.” 
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[1.—‘t What say 


word, no! Why, chi 


thirty-two, dessermal ought, ought, two four oughts’ worth of electericity through yer frame.” 





me dear ? 





FUN. 


WAYS OF THE WORKMAN. 
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Yer wants that there electerolier took dahn and stuck Up) closer ter ther planner 


Yer ma ses can you please come in and do yer practise lessons on the pianner! My 


ld er runnin’ an awful risk a-comin’ into this room, wi’ these stray electeric currents about. And 

**f ’ bd . . ’ . . . ? . , 

ist keep yer ’ands orf these ere wires, unless yer anxious to ’ave fourteen million eight thahsand free ’undred and 
’ 

















stuff glass is to stick a nail through, aint it? ) 
lights used to was. And there’s only fourteen switches to ther whole four lights. 


the floor. And if the light won’t switch on, just send for me or my mate. 





III.—“ Yus, there yer are, me lady, orl finished complete. 

















See, I’ve stuck the electerolier up orl pretty like over 
the door, as you was a-telling me to do. ’Ow do yer like my direct system of wiring? Smart, aint it? But wot rotten 


I’ve stuck the old cup orf ther sideboard to cover the hole where the 
The rest o’ the switches are unde 
(Jood day, lady 
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UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHESTNUT 
TREE. 


‘Was your meeting with her father a 
warm one 7” 

‘*He seemed cool enough, but I got a 
little overheated running so fast.” —CVeve- 
land Plain Dealer. 


Miss Gotuam.—‘' 1 understand young 
May Breezy of your city is to be married 
this month. Do you girls in Chicago usually 
marry so early ?” , 

Miss JACKSON PakKE.—-‘‘Oh, yes. The 
earlier the oftener, you know.”—Phi/a- 
delphia Press, , 


JOHNNY'S UNWASHED Facer. 


‘* Johnny, here you are at breakfast with 
your face unwashed.” 

‘*] know it, mamma. I saw the little 
things that live in water through papa’s 
microscope last evening, and I am not going 
to have them crawlin’ over my face with 
their funny little legs !” ; 
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A GREAT SUCCESS. 
Ciara. —‘‘ Isn't it perfectly lovely 
this higher education of woman * 
Dora. —‘* Why ?” 
CLARA. 
cent. of the Girton College graduates ge 
married,” 


Fonp RECOLLECTIONS. 


of candy since we were married. 
He.—-‘‘ Yes, but think of the tons 
brought you before we were married. 


‘*No,” said the man in the mackintosh 
‘“my wife doesn’t give away my old clothe 
or sell them to the ragman any more. 
cured that habit effectually once.” 

‘* How was that?” they asked him. 
‘“When I found she had disposed of ; 
coat I hadn’t worn for several weeks, I tole 


to mail the last time I had it on. 4 
either,” he added, with deey 
Chicago Tribune. 


Was no lie, 
satisfaction. 


Harry.—‘* Then you don't love me?” 
Hakriet.—‘* Love yer! Why, I wouldn't 
even be a sister ter yer!” 


DIFFERENT Now. 


“Ves.” said the statesman, with the 
kindly eye but the firmly set mouth, ‘I 
like to read about Noah and the ark.” 
‘*What brought them to your attention ?” 
‘*Nothing in particular. I couldn’t avoid 
being struck by the manner in which Noah 
and his sons went to work and carried the 
enterprise through without asking a penny’s 
assistance from the Government. But, of 
course, those were primitive days.”— 
Washington Star. 


THREE IMPRESSIVE WARNINGS. 
There is a Washington fishing club with 
many Congressional members which has a 
club house on the Potomac. Recently, it 
is related, a new house committee took 
hold. After the first meeting there rules 
were pr sted : 

‘*First—If any member of this club 
drinks more than five cocktails before 
breaktast he shall be warned. 

‘*Second—If, after being warned, any 
member of this club drinks more than five 
cocktails before breakfast, he shall be 
warned again. 

‘*Third—If, after being warned for the 
second time, any member of this club 
drinks more than five cocktails before 
breakfast. he shall be warned for the third 
and last time. 

‘* Fourth—It, after being warned for the 
third and last time, any member of this 
club drinks more than five cocktails before 
breakfast, he shall be considered hopeless 
and left to his own devices.” — Philadelphia 
Re cord. 


THE FIGUREs. 

Younc Man.—‘* How much a year does 
it require to support a wife nowadays ?”’ 

O_p Man.—‘* Oh! anywhere from 500dols. 
to 50,000dols. or so.” 

Younae Man.—‘‘Isn’t that 
definite ?” 

OLp MAN. 
man has.” 


rather  in- 


_ No. 


It always takes all a 


‘The paper says eighty per 
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Sue. —‘* You haven't brought me a box 
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her there was a letter in it she had given me 
And that 
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(JUARD. —‘‘ Got a hot box.” 

PASSENGER. —‘‘ Ugh ! Some tramp must 
have built a fire under it.” 

Mase..—‘* Though he has never pr 


posed, I know that Charlie loves sy¢ 
wants me.” 
Evsie.—‘* What makes you think go +’ 
Mabe. —‘* He has taken such a suddey 
dislike to mamma.” 


and 


Not Just as HE Meanr. 

‘*T’ve promised to go in to supper with 
someone else, Mr. Blanque ; but PIL intr, 
duce you to a very handsome and ¢leye 
girl.’ 

‘* But I don’t want a handsome and 
clever girl; I want you.” 
A griculturist, 


American 


BETTER THAN BORROWING Money. 

‘* Just betore Badmun was sent to prison 
he hought a set of books to be paid for in 
instalments, ” 

‘* What did he do that for?” 

‘* He said it would make the time seem 
shorter.” —Chicago Tribune. 


Missep His Caine. 

‘*You have a keen sense of humour, 
said the phrenologist, ‘‘and a great rever. 
ence tor old age.” 

‘* What a great joke writer I would have 
made,” murmured the subject.—/?h//ad:/- 
phia Record, 

No SuGGEstTIons. 

‘‘T must say,” remarked the physician, 
‘*your husband is in a bad way. Any 
arrangements you may want to make— 

**Qh! doctor,” she cried, ‘‘ I could never 
think of marrying again.”— Philadelphia 
Times. 

TANKER. —‘‘I only drink Irish whisky. 

BANKER. —‘‘ Why so?” 

TANKER. —‘‘ No snakes in Ireland.” 


EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsible for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will re 
jected matter 
be returned 
unless accom- 
panted by 
a stamped and 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
will be recog- 
nised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions 
or sketches. 
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